
The dust I cough up in this instance,
Is the dust of an acquainted person's raw flesh.

I’m next.
I realize,

As I feel the chilling fire,
Crawling,
Creeping,

Crying its sorrows to my skin,
As it’s being ripped off of its essence.

The flames are slowly yearning to me,
Climbing to my level.
It swallows me whole,
As I engulf in flames,

I take in my last moments living.

The birds are giggling,
Mocking me,

Cackling towards me.
Soon do they know,

They will disappear too.

I,
The only one left to spread,

Scatter,
The last ashes of existence,
Previously from the living.

I,
Was given the job,

To be the last living memory.

The birds are still mocking me.

Soon do they realize,
They will too,

Turn to stone-cold ashes.
As if their wings were,

Black-sand.
Flames engulfing every inch,

For every breath taken.



Soon enough my eternal flame took over me,
Faster than an artificial one.

Burning out every remainder of me,
Till I had no existence.

Turning me to the black-sand I’ve longed for.

The birds still mock me.

I smile a sad, sarcastic, pathetic, smile.
Yet behind every smile,

Is a scent,
A whiff,

Of trauma.

The vivid image of my burning flesh,
Revealing bone,

Leaving a vivid smile.
An unreadable,

Yet a vivid smile.
My bone remains,

Yet,
I do not.

The remaining flame,
Still has a heartbeat,

Till it gradually grows over me.

The wings of birds are disappearing,
Disappearing with me.

The mocking turns,
Stone cold screaming erupts,

Loud enough to blast an eardrum.

The blood-cold screaming,
Resulted in a smile.

A reflection,
A blood shot smile.

Ear to ear,
Not bearing to hide any teeth.

The birds stopped mocking me,
The birds are disappearing.

And so is the grin.
The wings of air-creatures burn off,



Turning into flakes of black.

From a soft feather,
To a flying speck of nothing.

From a vibrant mind,
To one full of hatred and standards.

The birds begin to mock me.
But,

From where?
None are to be seen.

I look down,
Seeing my human self.

She,
Full of hatred towards herself,

Unaccomplished dreams,
Full of mockery.

Am I,
The mocking-bird?

Looking at myself,
In a distant mirror.
My wings begin to,

Cripple,
Fold,

As if I was a paper bird,
That had been set on fire?

I had been turning to a laughable dust,
The birds begin to mock me again.

Repetition.
Or is it that I am mocking myself?

I slowly realize,
I am also turning to dust.
Coughing up the fumes,

In a dark room.
Suffocating.

The birds are mocking me.
I am mocking the birds.

I am the bird,
I am mocking myself.


